inspiring a certain sense of fear, almost of awe, in the
wrongdoer.
" I don't suppose," he suggested, opening a drawer of
his desk and producing a torn scrap of foolscap, " that
this has anything to do with your departure ?"
I looked at those hastily scrawled lines in horror.
Perhaps he guessed how I was feeling, for he let me down
lightly.
" Anything to do with you, these lines ? " he asked,
passing the scrap of paper over to me.
I tried to answer him and came to grief. It was only
the twinkle in his dark eyes at that moment which saved
me from bolting out of the room.
" Read that out," he ordered.
I had to do it, but my voice was a fair imitation of a
frightened squirrel's:
"Jimmy's nose is long, Jimmy's nose is strong,
'Twould be no disgrace to Jimmy's face,
If half his nose were gone.'
As I came to the end I looked fearfully up. To my
immense relief there was a smile upon the head master's
face.
" I am very sorry, sir," I faltered.
" Give me back the lines," he said. " I'm going to
show them to Mrs. Went. Perhaps you devote your
time to writing poetry when you ought to be studying
mathematics ? "
" But that isn't poetry, sir," I ventured.
" What is it, then ? "
" Doggerel."
He took the scrap of paper from my fingers, twisted
it up and thrust it into the pocket of his waistcoat. Why
I should remember all these years later that the waist-
coat was of black silk, I cannot imagine !
" If you had been staying," he said, " I should have
had to give you five hundred lines for that. Disrespect
to the Head, you know."